CHAPTER VII
THE MAESTRO
" IF Grafburg is the only place where Olga can receive
a musical training, such as you consider adequate, why
can't you leave her there and come back to me?"
Cynthia pleaded.
Marie shook her head* " I don't see how it's to be
done/' she said, " that is, if Petroff thinks she's worth
training. If he does, I must remain with Olga, for she's
too young to be left alone. Of Bourse, if he tells me
that Olga's talent isn't first-rate, 1*11 bring her straight
back to London, give her a commercial education and
try to make her a successful business woman. I'll take
jolly good care too to stop her music, for unless she can
be at the very top of the tallest tree she'll be far happier
without any musical knowledge. Mediocrities in art
are anathema to me/'
" I see your point," admitted Cynthia, " but I need
you so awfully badly here. Besides, you'd be miserable
without a job, and I'd try to give yota a salary in addition
to your out-of-pocket expenses. That'd help you to
pay for Olga's board and lodging*, in Grafburg, I'm
sure you'll have no difficulty in findiing a nice family to
look after her, for she's such a darling that she compels
love."                                          \
" Don't try to dissuade me, dedir," Marie replied.
" I've decided to go back to the stage, for I can't afford
to be idle and hope to find employment in Grafburg/'
" I hate the idea of your returning! to theatrical life,"
protested Cynthia, "though, perhaps, I'm silly. So
tnany of the girls, who've passed through my hands for
a moral wash-and-brush-up, first got soiled through